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I suppose you've been puny and sickly, most of your
life."
That popped him! If I had touched off a cannon cracker
under his chair he couldn't have responded any more
promptly. It delighted me to see how mad he was!
As soon as he had yelled, "Puny! Sickly! Me!" I knew
there wasn't anything the matter with that fine old head.
"Puny?" he shouted. By Gemini, he'd bet he could take me
outside and tie me into a hard knot! Then the glitter faded
from his eyes and he suddenly subsided, with slumped
shoulders, into his habitual gloom. But this did not dis-
courage me. Apparently it had been a long time since he had
blown the whistle, and the noise had startled him.
"Well," I remarked, with an infuriating grin, "we fre-
quently find frail people making big threats. Now, tell me
the truth, Mr. Weatherby, didn't you have quite a lot of
lung trouble when you were a young man ?"
This time he got down to business! "Lung trouble! Who?
Me? Hell!" Then he proceeded to inform me that at the
age of fifteen he was doing a man's work in the woods; came
from sturdy stock; his father had been killed by a falling
tree at the age of seventy-six, still able to swing an axe with
the best of 'em. Then he melted back into his chair again
and scowled at the window.
"How did that happen?" I inquired. He shook his head
crossly and did not reply. I thought I would try another bait.
* "I saw your son," I said. "Sort of mean-looking fellow. Not
'much wonder you're tired of living with such a sour crab.
I suppose his wife's a nagger. Probably that's what makes
him abuse you. Two of 'em in cahoots to drive you out of
their house,"